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into the realm of the unascertained. If those hypotheses
in the course of further investigation are confirmed by data,
they take their part in the pattern.
Let us then imagine as the basis of our original Route a
sort of Mason and Dixon Line running in a great swathe
round the world on or about the fortieth North parallel
of latitude—the latitude of Washington, Constantinople,
Samarkand, and Pekin. Let it be a fairly broad swathe
extending, as far as we are immediately concerned, as
far South as Madeira in the Old World and Florida in the
New—and as far North, irregularly, as Turin, Geneva,
Paris, and a thin strip along the South Coast of England
and as far North as New York City in the new one.
It is more than anything a swathe of equable climate
rather than a geographical delimitation, a swathe of fertile
land rather than a matter of races. It is above all a belt of
the world in which men tend to be distinguished by equa-
nimity of mind, frugality, and moderation rather than by
huge appetites, crowd massacres, and efficiency. It is, in
short, the tract of land that produced Jesus—or if you prefer
it, the Rabbi Hillel—rather than that which produced
Calvin.
Or to drive the matter home, it is the part of the world
for whose inhabitants the life motto is: "Sit comes non dux
voluptas."
LET   COMFORT   BE   YOUR   COMPANION   NOT   YOUR   LEADER
Still further, it is the territory of the Small rather than
the Mass producer. Except in Pennsylvania and to the North
of it we shall see in our wanderings almost no factory
chimneys. Certainly we shall see no fly-wheels.
§
At some point, then, in the history of man that great belt
ran leisurely and quiet, round the world, beneath the sun.
It contained all the sons of Noah ... all mankind! It
lived easily; its lands were fertile; its climate sweet; its
rivers and seas full of fish. There were not any peoples so
crowded that the streams could be depopulated; its trees
gave easy fruits in abundance; the earth was not yet so

